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the Prologue must be in the loft, where the poor victim
of the profligate Marquis of St. Evremonde has been
flung, followed thither by her young avenging brother
who is to receive a mortal wound at the hands of the
Marquis and to utter his dying words summoning the
seducer and "all his kind to answer at the judgment
bar of God."    We must see the kidnapping of Dr.
Manette, who has been fetched to attend the dying
girl,  and learn of his  consignment,  as  an awkward
witness, to the Bastille.   Then, after the lapse of many
years, the play itself must open, and we must meet
with those whom the consequences of the events in
the Prologue have enmeshed.    By now, the people of
France, exasperated beyond endurance by such acts
of tyranny as are witnessed in the Prologue, have cast
off the burdens with which the old Party of Privilege
has loaded them, and Red Revolution rages through the
land.    We must see the young son of the Marquis,
who has resigned  the  heritage  which  is  hateful  to
him and is now an exile from his country, passing
under  the  assumed  name  of   Charles   Darnay,   and
gaming a livelihood by teaching his language in " peaceful
London."   We must learn that Dr. Manette has been
rescued, a living corpse, from the Bastille, which has
fallen before the infuriated Parisian mob, that, by a
curious turn in the wheel of Fate, his deliverer is none
other than Ernest Defarge, the brother of the boy
whom we saw dying in the Prologue, and who will
now devote his life to bringing the Evremondes to a full
expiation of their guilt; that the  Doctor  has  been
re-united to his daughter, whose sweet devotion has
nursed him back to a precarious mental sanity, and
that she and "Charles Darnay" have met and loved.
And we must meet Sydney Carton!   How can we hope
to introduce him in as masterly a manner as his creator
has done?   How can we show him idly tilting a chair
in which he is seated at the Old Bailey, his tattered
barrister's gown pendant from one shoulder, his wig
awry, his long tangled hair straggling from beneath it,